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saw the figure disappearing into the ground. With
hurried steps he went through the formal garden,
the scent of rosemary strong in his nostrils. When
he reached the gateway it was difficult to restrain
the animal, which, picking up the intruder's scent
strongly, dragged him to a spot near the island
chapel on the cliff. With surprise Caldecott beheld
at his feet a cavity, into which the Alsatian was
barking frenziedly. In the torch's glare a series
of steps cut amateurishly into the wall of earth
became visible. Caldecott lowered himself
cautiously into the hollow. A bat flew wildly past
him, brushing his shoulder. Almost immediately
he was aware of the strong fumes of restsinata, and
he knew that this place was Cyprian's wine-storage.
He heard faintly a movement behind him in the
corner of the cellar. Turning quickly he directed
the torch into the damp-smelling darkness------
He saw then the faces of Mitsou and the boatman
illumined, yellow and apprehensive, in the circle of
light. In their hands they held flagons of retsinata.
For some minutes he surveyed the men fixedly, his
anger rising. He hated them for they were a part
of Cyprian's world, as was this secret cellar^ Since
his discovery of Cyprian's grave the previous
morning, he had felt a growing uneasiness. He
intended to have Cyprian's body exhumed and
reburied on the mainland as soon as possible.
Nothing of Cyprian's influence should remain.
His glance roamed amongst the jars of retsinata
which formed a background to the two servants
and the floodgates of his anger broke. Like a